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She was there to make Francis happy, and make
him happy she would, Jennifer or no Jennifer.
She put on her bonnet and shawl and went down
with him.

* I like the grey bonnet/ he said.

*  I had it in Carlisle/ she said, * a month ago/
Jennifer, in her fine green and white bom-
basine dress and an ostrich feather in her bonnet,
stood by the carriage, the moors undulating in
hummocks and pools of green on every side of
her.    She smiled as they came towards her.

* Dear Judith/ she said, * what a charming
bonnet!'

So it was all bonnets, and a more agreeable trio,
sitting behind the immense back of Fred the
coachman, could surely not be found in Keswick.
Francis might complain that Will made the money
and that he was a failure, but nevertheless things
were very comfortable at Uldale. That land that
they had bought towards Caldbeck was turning
out very well, and, in spite of the unsettled times,
the shares in the Liverpool shipping business were
for ever improving. And, in a year, Judith had
brought the house to a fine discipline. Mrs.
Harper, the housekeeper, a widow from Carlisle,
was an excellent woman. Jennifer herself was not
at all extravagant. Whatever she wore seemed
to be beautiful on her. She had no great taste
for entertaining. An occasional little dinner
with cards afterwards, a Ball at Christmas. No
magnificence even then. Ten couples at the
most. Yes, new bonnets could be afforded. They
were very generous to Judith or, at least, Francis